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Ships In The Night 


They were old, bitter and ugly now. 
Well, he'd never been handsome in the first place, but somehow it had never seemed to matter. 


Kotipelto's face had gone softer around the mouth. Wobblier. As if he were always a little hangover. It didn't 
suit him at all 


He'd never called him by the given name and got the same treatment in return. It would have sounded 
somehow outrageous, filthy even, and not only because they shared the same name. But in the end all you 


fuckers and bitches and fucking bastards were left to rot in the past. He was Kotipelto now. 


Timo put his glass down on the table and winced. A bar, a hotel in a foreign country, two dozen guys drinking 


themselves stupid around him-it looked disturbingly like before. Yeah, the good old fucking before. 
"So, how are you doing, then?" 


Even the voice was the same, despite all his leering and insinuations in the press. Timo had wanted to bury 


Stratovarius so much that he had gone the lengths and said the things he probably shouldn't have, but he was 


blind in his frenzy of a man destroying his own creation 

"OK." 

Kotipelto cleared his throat. 

"And how's, um, the tour going?" 

That, al least, was new. He'd never bothered with a civil conversation before. He seemed polite and genuinely 
interested, but not much. He probably had an appointment in a couple of hours, or a plane to catch. It was just 
a fleeting encounter, after all. Not like they were to finish their drinks and go upstairs like they used to. 

"OK. We're playing tomorrow in Hamburg." 


"Good, good." 


He looked so relaxed, so fucking self-sufficient. Nothing of the angry and fervent guy he used to be when the 
fuckers and you bastards were in the full blow. 


Awkward silence stretched. Kotipelto played with his half-empty glass. 

"Well, it was good to see you, anyway. Glad you're doing well." 

"Yeah, you too." 

"Right. I'll be going, then. Got to meet Jens and Lauri in an hour, some interview and shit. You know how it is." 
"Yeah." 


A hand was outstretched to him then. He was supposed to shake it, was supposed to be civil and friendly. Bury 


the hatchet, be reconciled, come to fucking terms. 
He couldn't. 


Kotipelto removed his hand after a while. It didn't affect him much, Timo could see it. He probably put it down 
to one of his moods. Old Timo Tolkki and his mood swings, yeah, right. 


"See you around, then?" 
"Sure." 


"Bye, Timo." 


He didn't watch him leave. He'd seen Kotipelto leaving enough times over the years until he'd braced up and left 
himself. He hoped that that face and that voice would eventually blur and fade, and dissolve in the past like all 
the fuckers and touches, and teeth sunk in the nape, and blue stars blossoming under his closed eyelids. But it 


never happened. 
Timo just couldn't shake him. 


Not now, not in another twenty five years. 


